Since you well knew though, starving, I am stayed
with the gold comfort of your eyes, where grief
renews itself, while it restores love's thief,
why hide the face whereof delight is made?
What! twice in Paris, and twice, lovely jade,
absence pretend, while he you hold in fief
suffers a midnight dark beyond belief,
unsuccoured, disappointed, unallayed ?
Yes, you had time for Herceuil and to visit
the gardens with your cousin, and the stream,
where to division I had touched my lute,
but not to bid me board your shallop.   Is it
you feared to overload it with a dream,
or with a shadow sink it, ghost and mute ?